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were only shoulder-high as in an omnibus, and so one could not
lean one's head. There was a Chinaman sitting on his piled-up
luggage in the middle of the passage-way who would spit, a
Mexican who would stare, a baby who would cry, a man who
would smoke a cigar, and a woman who would close the last
window. Dick was astonishingly quiet, he seemed to realize
that everyone's nerves were as tense as possible. He stroked
my cheek and said that he could see by my eyes that I was
tired. . . .
At eight-thirty the lights of Mexico City proclaimed our
journey's end, and just in time, for there comes at last a
moment when courage and a lust of adventure forsake us and
we become ordinary weak mortals with a desire to weep 1
The city of mexico ! Wide avenued, full of smart motors,
a band playing in a garden, and then Chapultepec Park, more
beautiful and more cared for than the Bois de Boulogne! This
was the place to which, I had been told in New York, a woman
alone with a child should never venture. This was the primi-
tive, tropical, disordered adventure I had dreamed 1
Dick and I hired a boat on the lake of Chapultepec and
wondered if we were in Regent's Park* There was this differ-
ence, however, a background of mountains, mounted police
in grey and red wearing large cone-crowned sombreros, riding
gaily-caparisoned ponies, and, as one rowed, one's heart did
a variety of irregular movements. The slightest exertion
made one breathless* Such was the effect of the high altitude.
Bits of Mexico City axe unique in character, as, for instance,
the flower market which the Roman* Pincio cannot attempt
to rival. The Mexican market was, without exaggeration, a
delirious dream of colour and scent. It might have been
the promised land. Flowers in wild profusion were banked,
up in every direction, bunches of gardenia and tuberose as
big as one's head could be bought for the equivalent of a
shilling.

